ROSANNA

of Staffordshire ware, too,5 said she, taking- her best Wedgwood
teacups and saucers out of a cupboard.

Robin, who was naturally gay and fond of rallying his
friends, could not forbear affecting to express his surprise at
Stafford's preferring an Irishwoman, of all women in the
world. 4 Are you quite sure, Stafford,3 said he, e that you are
not mistaken ? Are you sure my sister has not wings on her
shoulders ?'

c Have you done now, Robin ?3 said his mother ; who saw
that Stafford was a good deal abashed, and had no answer ready.
' If Mr. Stafford had a prejudice against us Irish, so much the
more honourable for my Rose to have conquered it; and, as to
wings, they would have been no shame to us natives, supposing
we had them ; and of course it was no affront to attribute them
to us. Have not the angels themselves wings ?;

A timely joke is sometimes a real blessing; and so Stafford
felt it at this instant: his bashfulness vanished by degrees, and
Robin rallied him no more. c I had no idea,3 said he, 6 how
easy it is to put an Englishman out of countenance in the com-
pany of his mistress.3

This was a most happy evening at Rosanna. After Rose
retired, which she soon did, to see after the household affairs,
her father spoke in the kindest manner to Stafford. * Mr.
Stafford,3 said he, i if you tell me that you are able to maintain
my girl in the way of life she is in now, you shall have her : this,
in my opinion and in hers, is the happiest life for those who
have been bred to it. I would rather see Rose matched to an
honest, industrious, good-humoured man, like yourself, whom
she can love, than see her the wife of a man as grand as Sir
Hyacinth O3Brien. For, to the best of my opinion, it is not the
being born to a great estate that can make a man content or
even rich: I think myself a richer man this minute than Sir
Hyacinth ; for I owe no man anything, am my own master,
and can give a little matter both to child and stranger. But
your head is very naturally running upon Rose, and not upon
my moralising. All I have to say is, win her and wear her;
and, as to the rest, even if Sir Hyacinth never pays you your
own, that shall not stop your wedding. My sons are good lads,
and you and Rose shall never want, whilst the mill of Rosanna
is going.3

This generosity quite overpowered Stafford.    Generosity is

245